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plow or paint pictures, to train horses or write
histories.

Edward Carpenter, the founder, is one of
the most picturesque thinkers of the day. He
was a fellow of Oxford, with good prospects of
all kinds, but found himself getting sadder
and sadder. Stepniak met him and turned to
a bystander, and said, "That young man is
like one of our young Russian anarchists who
have a great deal on their minds." Carpenter
has turned out a teacher of what must seem to
many strangely anarchic notions. Some time
after Stepniak saw him he got ill. Some one
gave him a copy of Walt Whitman's Leaves of
Grass. It changed his whole life. When he
got well he gave up his fellowship and bought
a little patch of land in Derbyshire, where he
grew vegetables and sold them on his own
hand cart with his own hands for a living. He
built a small cottage for himself, and there he
and his wife lived. They have found, he be-
lieves, the true basis of happiness in simplicity
of life, and a proper mingling of manual and
mental labor. From time to time this Eng-
lish Thoreau preaches his opinions in essays
printed in various more or less socialistic
magazines. The last one, Civilization: Its
Cause and Cure, has made some small stir.
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